DEVOTEE 


Chris, you've been sharpening the same arrow for four hours now, what gives? 


Listen Matthew, if you were the last man on Earth, would you use a thousand knives 
in one 


day to eat three meals? You're fucking crazy, you know that? | don't think I'm crazy, 
I'm just, 


persistent... Matthew sat back down beside Chris and returned to sanding down a 
dozen 


adobe bricks. Fuck it... You done already? What happened to persistence brother? 


| need some coffee..you want some? Several yards away, a coffee machine sat on a 
work 


table covered in saw dust. Measuring the ounces, a short dark figure in a farmers 
hat began 


to creep behind Matthew. A short pen knife interjecting at the throat, blood sprayed 
all over 


the table, Matthew barely gurgling for life. 'Mmm hmm hmm...' | think you did a 
good job, 


chewing on a toothpick. Sliding side to side like a zig-zagging snowman. The dark 
figure still 


holding the knife, now bloodstained, walked up to Chris. Stabbing at the back 
through the 


adams apple. 

Let me take you back three years ago. 

Hey Chris, you ready to catch the game tonight? 

Scratching the back of his head while struggling to hold a textbook in the other. 
You know I'm failing this fucking math class right? I drank too much last night. 
How did you get the alcohol? | stole it from Ryan's Home Brew House. 


Chris, come on man! Your Dad works with the Ryan's family 


during the summer fairground week! 
Think of how pissed he's going to be if he finds this out!! 
Dude, relax! I can handle this. Nervously laughing towards the bathroom stall. 


Both boys took a restroom break. A gunshot was fired from the outside wall, a 
female 


scream incurred. Man! What the fuck was that? Did someone get hurt?! 


Let's just stay in here man! A fire alarm was lit up. On the intercom, Principal 
Malloch gave a 


hurried speech: Students. Remain calm. We've shut down the windows. The police 
areon 


their way to take down the culprit who fired the shot. Stay in your seats. 
Another scream, this time a male, screeched the ears of both Chris and Matthew. 
Dude, we're fucked. Fucked...whispering behind the bathroom stalls. 


A figure in a dark coat covering their whole body, pushed out a knife towards Chris 
and 


Matthew. No!!! Stop!!! Suddenly, the figure got shot straight in the head, dropping 
the knife 


to the ground, clanging on the cold-stained tiles, blood beginning to slew onto the 
floor. 


Dude, what the fuck?! Chris! Matthew removed the coat on the individuals head. 


Fuck dude! That's Stephen Ryan!!! You're!! Oh fuck, you're done man, oh my god!! 
Let's get 


out of here!! Both Matthew and Chris ran out of the bathroom, almost slipping on 
the 


bloody tiles. We need to leave town man, muttered Chris. I'll make sure of it, I'll be 
your 


new partner in crime, your devotee. 


A solemn sun wained in the distance. 


Running out the school back exit towards an empty parking lot, then a short hedge 
of 


cornfields followed. A chainsaw began roaring in the distance, chopping wood blocks 
on 


sight. Goats were frantically yelling at the distractions. Chris, we need to find a pay 
phone. 


Matthew stared at a room within a train station to his right. Pointing straight there. 
We should sit in there for a minute, collect ourselves, and call our parents. 
No, you fucking idiot! We need to call a cab and get the fuck out of Tensid County! 


Sitting inside the sheltered box, 20 minutes later, a figure walked up towards 
Matthew and 


Chris. Boys, what are you doing here? They both turned around from their sitting 
positions. 


| know that voice. The figure pulled down their hooded sweater. Prinicipal Malloch? 
Is that 


you? | evacuated the school, the students are safe. The police caught the culprit. 


Oh, that's good to hear. | guess you want us to call our parents now, huh? 


Take your time kids, take your time...Malloch walked back to the train entrance line 


panting. 


Matt pulled Chris aside and both walked behind the train line. Don't you find it 
strange that 


Principal Malloch is the only one here? Where are the cops? Relax Chris, he probably 
had to 


leave the school undetected so the suspect wouldn't find him in the announcer 
room. 


| don't buy it, we should still get out of here. Who knows if he has ties to your Dad 
and Ryan. 


